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Office Romance 


Late Night at the Office 


Varla was working late again. One of the biggest presentations of 
her career - and perhaps more importantly - the history of the company, 
was tomorrow morning. Touted as the “creative genius” behind many a 
successful campaign, they had managed to sweet talk her into, once again, 
pulling together the last few loose strings of the presentation. As she sat in 
her office behind the computer she grew disheartened at just how familiar 
the dark and quiet of the office suite after hours had become. 

Staring at her laptop screen, she found her mind wandering to Mark, her 
blue eyed, tousle haired coworker who made the demands and surrealism 
of her job tolerable. Together, they reveled in their boss’ use of corporate 
jargon and his particular neologisms in meetings. Every time they were 
challenged to “think outside the box” or “reinvent the wheel” they would 
exchange a knowing glance and a small grin...stopping short of giggling 
out loud. After all, they both knew they had it good there and did not want 
to offend their boss. 

On more than one occasion, she had caught Mark’s eyes stray covetously 
downward to her firm, round D-cup breasts. She’d started to show them 
off a little bit more in recent months, finally having overcome her anxiety 
about the bitchy attitude of women and the lecherous stares of men. 

When caught stealing a glance, Mark would quickly avert his eyes as 
if to clear his thoughts and then give her a boyish grin. Varla found the 
mixture of sexual curiosity and boyish contrition very sexy but she’d never 
thought to push things further. 

However, at the moment, those very thoughts were driving her to the 
point of distraction from the task at hand. She decided to go to the break 
room and see if she could get herself a nice refreshing drink that would 
give her the boost necessary to finish the presentation. 











Coffee Break 


Opening the refrigerator door, she surveyed her options. Most of her 
coworkers had placed an obvious stake on their property, writing their 
names in bold black letters on bottles, jars and Styrofoam take out boxes. 
Only one bottle, a sole Frappuccino, had not been branded by one of her 
office colleagues. “They’ll all owe me cases of this stuff if I close the deal 
tomorrow, so what the hell?” She thought as she took the bottle and headed 
back to her office. 

She closed her office door behind her and sat down at her desk. The bottle 
made a brisk snapping sound as she twisted off the top. She began drinking 
and was surprised to find that the beverage was more refreshing than she 
remembered. Maybe Starbuck’s wasn’t charging such an outrageous price 
for these things after all! 

She felt a tingling sensation throughout her body as the cold, sweet 
liquid traveled down her throat. She had finished most of the bottle when 
she set it down, feeling somewhat lightheaded. It was then that she began 
to notice pressure on her chest, as if someone had bound her in a tourniquet 
and had begun to twist it uncontrollably. She heard a “ping” and saw a 
button from her top fly off and travel across the room and then a second 
and then a third. 

She looked down at her chest and simply couldn’t believe her eyes. In 
just a matter of seconds her breasts had swollen at least three or four cup 
sizes. They were now spilling over the top of her bra and dangling above 
what had once been a white button down shirt, now cinched up against her 
well toned waist line. She was in a state of shock but more than that, she 
was awed by what had just happened to her. 

She reached down and gently passed her fingers over her engorged 
nipples and areolas. Since they felt real enough, she made another pass, this 
time more slowly. Feeling an overwhelming sense of arousal, she began to 
caress her breasts, moving her hands slowly in circles... around and around 
and around. She then placed her hands along the outsides of her breasts and 
began to press them together, creating an impressive amount of cleavage 
that almost totally obscured her view of her own lap. Cupping her breasts 
in her hands, she pressed them together and pushed them up, watching as 
huge mounds of flesh formed above her fingers. She was beginning to work 
herself into a frenzy — her lust addled mind starting to consider moving one 
of her hands up her skirt - when she heard a knock at the door. 


A Knock at the Door 


As everyone knew she was working late, pretending not to be there 
wasn’t an option. Panicking, she tried to cover her bulging chest. She 
quickly realized that given the size of her breasts relative to the amount of 
shirt she had, there was no way she could adequately cover herself, so she 
decided to see if she could get rid of her unexpected visitor. “Who's there?” 
She asked, trying hard to disguise the breathy unevenness in her voice. 

“Varla, it’s me Mark.” She heard say from behind the door. 

“Oh, dear God!” She thought. “I can’t let him see me like this!” 

“Oh, hi Mark. I’m really busy right now and I REALLY need to finish 
up the presentation for tomorrow. I’ve got the worst headache right now... 
I just need to finish up and go home.” She improvised. 

“T can’t think of a better reason for you to let me in... I can help you out 
with the presentation.” 

“Mark, I can’t explain... something’s going on with me and I can’t let 
you in right now.” 

“Varla, you should know by now you can tell me ANYTHING. Just let 
me in... I can help out. I’m not going anywhere until you do.” 

Realizing that this could that drawing out this waiting game might bring 
unwanted attention, Varla nervously opened her office door and stepped 
back quickly, turning her back towards the opening door and fumbling to 
hide her gigantic breasts underneath her folded arms. 

Mark stepped in and his glance went immediately to her half-bare back. 
He could see the sides of her breasts from behind. “Varla - my God - what 
happened?!” 

“Oh Mark... I don’t know! I was drinking this bottle of Frappuccino 
and then all of a sudden they started to grow! I feel like a complete freak!” 
Varla explained without turning around. 

“Varla, I think you look beautiful.” Mark said. 

“Come on, you don’t have to say that. You’re the office nice guy... I 
know I look totally freakish now.” 

“No, I really mean it.” Mark said. Varla could detect a quiver in his 
voice and knew he was being sincere. 

“Come here and lean against me.” He said reassuringly. Varla found 
herself backing towards him. As she neared, he opened his arms to enclose 
her in his embrace. As soon as her back touched against his chest, Varla 
began to feel aroused once more. He began to kiss her neck and his hands 
quickly and greedily found their way to her front. As he cupped his hands 
around her donmassive breasts and pulled her to him, she could feel the 
bottom of her bosom graze her chest halfway down her ribcage. She leaned 
back, pressing her back against his firm, muscular chest. There was no 
doubt in her mind that it was the tip of his engorged penis that was pressing 
against the small of her back. She knew that any minute now her knees 





would give way, melting in the heat of this newly unleashed passion. 

She turned to face him and with the sweep of one arm cleared the worktable behind 
her. Glancing over at her desk, Mark pointed at the nearly finished bottle of Frappuccino. 
“Ts that what you drank?” Varla nodded in confirmation and watched him take the bottle 
in one hand. “Lay back.” He said. She spread her legs so he could stand in between 
them as he poured a few drops of the milky coffee colored liquid onto his fingertips. 
Moving his fingers back and forth, he sprinkled drops of the liquid onto her breasts 
and began to massage them in. To their amazement, her breasts began to grow again, 
they swelled and grew and this time when they stopped, each one nearly reaching the 
size as Mark’s head. 

In a frenzy, he nuzzled his face into them as Varla helped him tear free of his shirt. 
Varla began to feel an aching between her legs like she had never felt before. She 
reached into her purse at the edge of the worktable. “What are you doing?” Mark panted, 
nearly out of breath. She withdrew her hand and dropped a handful of condoms on 
the table beside her. 

“T want you in me NOW!” She moaned urgently. 

Finding himself more than willing to oblige, Mark quickly stepped out of his pants 
and donned the proffered protection. As he entered her, Varla let out a deep groan. He 
began to move inside her and she felt that every time his pelvic bone rocked against 
her clitoris, her breasts swelled just a little more. Varla’s massive breasts bounced 
up and down in response to the thrusting of their bodies. Mark struggled to grasp as 
much of the abundant and overflowing flesh in his hands as he could. As he continued 
to plunge himself into her, Varla grasped her erect nipples in her hand and pushed her 
breasts towards his face. Mark moaned in ecstasy, hardly able to believe she now had 
the ability to smother him with her bulging breasts. 

Hungrily, he took one of her breasts in both hands and began to suck on the nipple. 
Glancing upwards, he saw Varla had taken her other nipple into her own mouth. Their 
eyes met and they smiled. Varla felt the orgasm mounting inside of her and knew nothing 
could stop it from coming. As she came, her entire body shuddered. Mark, stunned at 
the power of her violent release came almost immediately. 

They lay entwined on the desk for what seemed like forever before he withdrew. 
Almost like a major earthquake, Varla could feel the aftershocks of her orgasm for the 
next several minutes. They lay there for quite some time just smiling at each other, 
both of them caressing Varla’s mountainous breasts. Mark leaned toward her and kissed 
her forehead, urging her to close her eyes. Completely spent from the evening’s sexual 
experience, Varla quietly obeyed and quickly slipped into a deep slumber. 








Slides and Roses 


When Varla awoke, for a moment she was unsure of where she was 
and why she was wearing the remnants of a torn button down shirt. As the 
memories of the evening trickled back into her mind, she glanced down 
and was sorry to see that her breasts had returned to their normal size. She 
wondered where Mark had gone and then glanced over at her desk. Her 
eyes were drawn to a vase filled with a dozen red roses. Next to vase, piled 
high on the desk, she saw the materials for tomorrow’s presentation bound 
and ready to be passed out to the client. The Power Point slideshow was 
also complete and ready to go. She moved over to her desk and took a card 
from on top of the binders. Her name was written on the envelope and she 
took the card out. “Here’s to thinking “outside of the bra.” Love, Mark.” 
She read to herself. Smiling, she put on her bra and jacket and turned off 
the light, heading home to a night of much desired sleep. As she left the 
office, she thought again of Mark and hoped that they would be able to have 
another “transforming” encounter soon. 


Fifteen minutes earlier, Mark had left the office. On the way out, he 
walked through the break room and paused in front of the refrigerator. A 
fleeting thought passed through his head. Perhaps he could prepare his 
concoction for other unsuspecting ladies in the office, bottling it in the 
innocuous looking Frappuccino bottles... ifso, he would want to buy several 
shares of Starbuck’s stock beforehand so he could profit once THAT urban 
legend hit the streets. He thought for a minute and then dismissed the 
idea... he didn’t have the same connection with any of the other women in 
the office like he had with Varla. 

He and Varla had the same sense of humor and outlook on life. Besides, 
he wanted to explore every inch of her luscious body. No, instead he would 
ask Varla out to a proper dinner date and then confess that he was responsible 
for the transformation that had taken place. He remembered how much 
pleasure they both received from his little potion and somehow knew that 
this was merely the first of many such experiences. 


About Last Night 


Varla awoke to the sound of the alarm at 6:00. She rolled over and hit 
the snooze button. She was absolutely exhausted — as if she’d done some 
unduly strenuous task very recently. Funny, though, she just couldn’t 
remember why she was so sore and why her entire body ached. Was it 
an aggressive workout at the gym yesterday? An overzealous cleaning 
of her apartment? Drifting back asleep, she dreamt of adding slides to a 
presentation. And speaker’s notes... 

“Oh no! Speaker’s notes — the presentation!” She awoke with a start, 
remembering that the presentation of her career was in a few short hours. 

Jumping out of bed and steadying herself, she stumbled into the 
bathroom and turned on the water for the shower. Damn! Every muscle 
in her body seemed to ache. She let her nightgown fall from her body. 
She watched as the silky material rode her curves all the way to the floor. 
Looking at her nightgown heaped on the floor, she began to remember the 
previous night’s activities. 

Her hands went straight to her firm, round breasts as she remembered 
their amazing and sudden growth - apparently brought on by a lone bottle 
of Frappuccino, left unclaimed by one of her coworkers in the office 
refrigerator. She had been working late and alone in the office when this 
incredibly bizarre transformation took place. She remembered the knock 
on the door and the look of stunned desire on the face of Mark, her boyishly 
handsome coworker, when he first laid sight on her immense breasts. She 
then remembered that they had shared the most erotic sexual experience 
of her life right there in her office. 

“Oh God! What have I done?” She thought to herself. “I’ve never even 
dated anyone from work before... and I just went and had sex with Mark, 
in my office!” She then realized that she and Mark would be called on to 
conduct the presentation together. Their knowledge of the business and their 
clients’ needs - combined with their back and forth wit and presentation 
skills - had captivated many a potential client. 

What would he be thinking? What happened last night with the bottle 
that seemed to beckon “Drink Me” was the stuff of some strange Lewis 
Carroll type fantasy world. What was in that bottle? How did it get in the 
refrigerator? Why did her breasts swell to such unimaginable proportions? 
What did Mark think about what had happened to her body? Was he thinking 
that she was a freak of nature? Did he take a long, hot shower once he got 
home...wanting to “disinfect” every last inch of skin from anything that 
might have passed between their bodies? 

Her thoughts went back to an ex-boyfriend who broke up with her after 
the first time he saw her menstrual blood on the condom. Of course, if 
that guy ever wanted a serious, adult relationship - he had a long way to 


go in coming to terms with all the different aspects of female physiology. Y 
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Would her body’s inexplicable and temporary expansion “trick” betray her 
yet again in the eyes of a man? 

But wait, hadn’t he enjoyed it as much as she had? Thinking about it, 
there was no doubt about that. They both had earth shaking orgasms, so 
there was no logical reason to think that he would be disgusted with her but 
the thought would not go away. Oh well, there was no time to second guess 
what happened now. She needed to hurry so she would be composed and 
ready for the upcoming dog and pony show at the office. Thank God it was 
Friday. All she had to do was make it through the day and she could lay 
low for the weekend and figure out a way to deal with what had happened 
to her. 

She stepped into the shower and began to lather up her body, which 
started to loosen up immediately in the steady stream of hot water. Today she 
spent a few extra minutes on her breasts... . lifting them up and pressing them 
against her chest, allowing the flesh to bulge in between her outstretched 
fingers before letting them fall. She remembered how large they had grown 
last night and felt a pang of regret that they were now the same old D-cups 
she had sported before the transformation. However, massaging them in the 
soapy water made her recall the ecstasy of the night before and she began 
to think of Mark’s hands so greedily and curiously exploring her body. 
Her right hand made it to her clitoris and she began to massage herself in a 
slow, circular motion, quickly increasing the speed until she came, leaning 
against the shower wall. 


Something to Talk About 


Varla arrived at work an hour before the start of the presentation. As 
she pulled into the parking lot in her black Sebring convertible, she sang 
along with Bonnie Raitt on the radio: 

“Let’s give ‘em somethin’ to talk about...a little mystery to figure 
outa 

When she stepped out of the car, she felt absolutely girlish and giddy. 
“T’ve got to get myself under control or I’ll never make it through this 
presentation!” She thought to herself. She untied the scarf from her long, 
black hair and crossed the parking lot. 

She entered the office suite and knew she would have to make it 
past Mark’s office before she reached her own. Her steps slowed as she 
approached his door and she looked in. No Mark. She proceeded to her 
own office to drop off her things. The roses he had left the night before 
were right where she’d left them as well as all of the materials for the 
presentation. She looked over at the worktable where their encounter had 
occurred. Scenes from last night flashed through her mind and she thought 
to herself she would give anything to have him again before the meeting. 

“Hey, are you ready?” Came Mark’s voice from behind. 

Startled and thinking he could read her mind, Varla awkwardly replied 
“Ready? Oh, for the presentation...” She smiled nervously. Their eyes met 
and he returned her nervous smile and they stood there for a few seconds. 
“About last night...” She started. 

“Yeah, last night. Wow. That was unbelievable. We’ll talk later. I think 
we'd better get going. Parker wants us in there pronto.” 

Mark helped her scoop all of the binders off the desk and they walked 
into the main conference room where Parker, their boss, was waiting for 
them. 











Starbuck’s Run 


The presentation was stellar... easily one of their very best. Varla 
retreated to her office afterwards to decompress. 

“Hey, good job in there!” Mark said as he entered her office. 

“T could say the same to you.” Varla replied. 

“Parker wants me to do a Starbuck’s run for the team. You want to 
come along?” 

“Sure. But do you think that's OK? You remember what happened 
last night?” 

“Yeah. I thought about that too. I think we’ll be OK. We’ll watch 
them make yours, OK? We can pretend to be on a top secret quality control 
mission from Seattle.” 

“OK.” Varla laughed. “Let me get my purse.” 

They walked together down the hallway. Mark suggested “Hey, what 
do you say we take the stairs? “ 

“Alright.” 

He held the door open for her. Once they’d made it in down the first 
half flight of stairs, Mark said “Varla...” 

She turned to face him. “Yeah?” 

His hands grabbed her face and he began kissing her rapaciously. 
Determinedly, his hands quickly moved down the length of her body to 
her hips. He lifted her up and pressed her back into the wall, resting her 
pelvis against his hips. Varla immediately began to grind her hips into his 
and felt his erection quickly form, pressing into her, even through their 
clothes. A small part of her that managed to remain objective and rational 
was shocked that her mind was frantically trying to work out how to fuck 
him right then and there without getting caught. She then heard the sound 
of the third floor door open half a flight above their heads. 

“Put me down!” She said. 

Mark obeyed and commanded “Stand in front of me.” 

Julia, the matronly HR administrator made her way ever so slowly (so 
it seemed) down the half flight of stairs. 

“Oh, look at you two! I heard all about the presentation. Congratulations 
on closing the deal!” 

“Thanks” Varla and Mark mumbled more or less in unison. Varla could 
feel on her back that Mark’s erection was barely beginning to subside. 
Her first reaction was to giggle like a schoolgirl, but she accepted Julia’s 
congratulations and watched as she continued her descent. 

“That was close,” Mark said. 

“You're telling me!” 

“Hey, how about we pick up where we left off tonight? Dinner at my 
place. I’ll even cook.” Mark offered. 

“Sure. That sounds great.” 

“I guess we'd better get going or everyone is going to start wondering 


where we are.” 

“Ok, are you more presentable now?” Varla giggled, grabbing Mark’s 
crotch. 

“Absolutely.” He smiled and offered her his arm. 








Busted Afternoon 


Varla sat at her desk enjoying her Grande Latte. After a few sips, she 
covertly slipped her hand inside her shirt and felt her breasts. “Hmmm... 
they feel the same... no change this time.” She thought. “God, I must be 
going crazy!” Her thoughts began to wander to Mark and what might 
happen tonight over dinner... 

Mark had a hard time concentrating the rest of the afternoon as well. He 
was really beginning to question his judgment on a number of fronts. He 
knew that if things were going to progress with Varla the way he was hoping, 
he’d have to admit two things. He replayed over and over in mind every 
way he could think of to tell her that he had harbored a crush on her ever 
since they started working together two years ago. He’d been mesmerized 
by her sense of humor, her sharp mind - and yes - her perfect breasts. He 
knew she’d caught him staring at more than once. 

And yes, even though he found her endowments more than adequate, he 
also harbored a deeply hidden fetish for large... no, huge... breasts. The 
research and experiments he had done over the years convinced him that he 
could create a perfectly safe and dependable concoction that would increase 
the size of a woman’s breasts without any apparent side effects. The time 
had come to test his potion and who could be a better subject than Varla? 

Or who could be a worse subject? If he didn’t make this confession 
diplomatically — that he had gotten her to unwittingly participate in his 
science experiment — he could destroy all chances he had with her. At the 
same time, recollections of him nuzzling his face in between her pillowy 
breasts last night made him hard and awakened a sense of anticipation for 
what might happen tonight. 

“T’ve got to figure out a way make this work!” He thought as he swung 
his head downwards to his desk. 


Confession 


Varla rang the bell at Mark’s apartment. She was surprised at how 
nervous she felt. She was usually more relaxed with Mark than anyone 
else - at least when she was at work. 

Mark opened the door and took the bottle of wine she handed to him. 

“Thanks! Come on in. You look great!” Mark commented noting the 
deeply plunging neckline on her snugly fitting white shirt. “Shall I open 
this now?” 

“Sure.” Varla smiled. She entered the apartment and looked around the 
room, impressed to see that he had made an effort to make the place ready for 
aromantic evening with candles burning and music on the stereo. She also 
noticed quite a few pictures of her and of the two of them snapped at various 
functions both in and out of the office. “Interesting.” She thought. 

He brought two glasses of wine back from the kitchen. “Cheers!” He 
said as their glasses clinked. 

Varla took a long sip of the cabernet sauvignon. It warmed her throat 
on the way down and seemed to give her a boost of confidence to bring up 
the subject that had been haunting her mind since last night. “Mark, can 
I ask you something?” 

“Yeah, sure.” 

“Well, about last night... um, well, I’m not really sure what happened. 
Oh, not between us, I get that. I’m talking about my breasts. That kind of 
thing has never happened before. I don’t know why it did last night.” She 
paused and then went on. “Did you like it?” 

“I think we both know the answer to that. The question is did YOU 
like it?” Mark asked. 

“Yeah. I did. They looked great and I’ve never felt more turned on by 
anything in my life. I just wish I knew how it happened.” 

“Varla, I think Pd better come clean about something. See, I was the 
one who mixed up that bottle of Frappuccino and put it in the refrigerator.” 
Mark confessed. 

”What? It was you?! What was in there? Did you know what would 
happen?” Varla asked in quick succession. 

Mark didn’t think she seemed angry - which was his biggest fear - but 
decided to proceed cautiously just in case. Calmly and slowly, he related 
the details of his research, the fetish that had spawned these experiments 
and as if he was not feeling vulnerable enough, that he decided to try out 
his concoction on her because he found her irresistible. Yet at the same time 
was consumed by curiosity to see how his concoction might transform her. 
He then waited in silence for the repercussions. 

Varla was floored. She was relieved that there was an explanation for 
what had happened, even if she had enjoyed the experience. Yet at the 
same time, she was shocked at his audacity and a little angry that he had 
slipped her anything without her permission. However, he was one of her 
closest friends and she knew that he would have never given her anything 
he knew to be harmful. 

Strangely enough, she was also deeply flattered by Mark’s motivations 
and equally surprised and impressed at his industriousness in this matter. 














There was no doubt she loved the way that had she looked and felt last night. Looking 
down to see her breasts bulging out of her shirt and the sensations she had experienced 
when she put her hands on them was unparalleled to any sexual experience she’d ever 
had. Even more intoxicating still, was the way Mark looked at her and the way he 
touched her. His desire had fueled her own arousal and she knew that she didn’t want 
last night to be a unique experience. 

Mark was waiting patiently for her response, so she went with this last thought 
said. “Wow, that’s a lot to lay on a girl. So, tell me - do you have more of this secret 
formula?” 

Totally taken by surprise that that was the first thing out of her mouth, Mark ventured 
with some trepidation “Yeah, of course...” 

“Let’s try it again. Right now.” 

Mark could not believe his ears. “Oh wow. This is the most amazing thing that’s 
ever happened to me!” He thought. “Really?” He asked aloud and quickly added “Wait 
right here.” 

Varla sensed his excitement and watched him make his way to the refrigerator. 
When he came back, he had a small flask filled with a clear liquid. 

“Would the lady like this in her wine?” He asked. 

“Yes, she would,” Varla smiled. 

Mark poured a few ounces of the liquid into Varla’s wine, nearly filling the glass to 
the brim. They then raised glasses, clinked for a second time that evening and drank. 

Varla took another long drink from her glass. She immediately recognized the same 
tingling sensation that she felt the night before as the smooth liquid made its way down 
her throat. 

Mark was watching her in anticipation. He had seen the staggering results of last 
night’s expansion and could barely contain his excitement over his chance to observe 
Varla’s breasts grow to such a mind boggling size again. “I want you to tell me 
everything that you’re feeling. I want to know what it’s like.” 

Varla nodded and then took another long, slow sip. She was starting to feel slightly 
intoxicated, which surprised her, since she was quite accustomed to a drink or two at 
night. “It must be Mark’s formula.” She thought to herself. “That and the way he’s 
looking at me right now.” Her eyes met Mark’s and she sensed that he had thought 
about lots of moments like this over the past two years. He leaned over and kissed 
her. She went weak all over and it was then that she noticed something was starting 
to happen. 

“Mark, I think I’m feeling something.” 

“Yeah, go on.” He breathed. 

“Well, there’s a tingling and a little bit of a heaviness in my chest.” 

“And?” Mark encouraged. 

“T think something’s happening. My shirt’s feeling a little tight.” 

Mark looked down and could see her breasts were in fact beginning to push outwards 
against the white material. “Yeah, I can see it.” It was barely perceivable at first but 
they could gradually see her breasts growing fuller and pressing outwards. Her shirt 
began to bunch up underneath her arms as it shifted upwards to accommodate her 
expanding chest. 

“This is amazing!” Varla groaned. Mark raised his fingers up to trace the expanding 
flesh that pulled the fabric taught against Varla’s chest. 

They heard the sound of the threads being torn before they saw the rips form along 





her shirt. “Mark... I think I need your help.” Varla could feel her breasts 
ballooning outwards. Unlike the night before, when she had been wearing a 
balconet bra, which easily allowed her to spill out over the brims of the cups, 
she was wearing a full coverage bra and it was responding with resistance. 
Unable to spill over the top, her burgeoning tits were pushing the cups out 
further and further and the unyielding bra was beginning to constrict her 
breathing. She felt panic grip her suddenly. 

“Mark, unhook my bra! Hurry!” She screamed. 

Mark quickly went to work, pulling the remnants of the torn shirt away. 
Her bra was stretched to its limits under the pressure of her expanding 
breasts. Taking each side of the clasp in his hands, he pulled, shocked 
at the amount of tension he encountered. The first tug was unsuccessful, 
but he kept at it and finally, he had it unhooked. Varla’s breasts sprung to 
freedom, bouncing playfully as Mark reached around her and took them 
in his hands. 

“That was amazing!” He breathed. Varla looked down at her body and 
was pleased with this second transformation. Her breasts were as large and 
firm and round as they had been the night before. She reached out to touch 
them and noted they almost reached her elbows. The feel of Mark cupping 
them in his hands made her entire body ache. 

She turned to face him and undid his jeans, sliding them off and threw 
them onto to floor. “Lay back.” She commanded. He hesitated briefly, 
not wanting to lose sight of her beautiful, pendulous breasts but then did 
as she told him. 

The next thing he felt was Valra’s mouth encompassing his rock hard 
dick. “Oh God!” He thought. “This is unreal!” She began to move her 
head up and down, sliding him in and out of her mouth. Firmly, she eased 
her right breast in between his legs. As she continued to give him the best 
blow job of his life, he could feel her gigantic breast rock up and down and 
back and forth against his balls. He felt like he was balanced atop a fleshy 
beach ball. He had never felt anything like this before in his life. Her left 
breast was pressed against his right leg. His hand reached down and traced 
the arching curve as it spilled, bulging, over the side of his leg. Again and 
again and again, she took his cock into her mouth, licking and sucking, all 
the while her massive breasts rubbing against his body. His entire body 
felt like it was pulsating and as he started to come, he pulled Varla up and 
aimed straight for her breasts. As he watched the warm, white liquid spray 
her massive tits, Mark felt like the luckiest man alive. 

“That was amazing!” He groaned. Varla sat back and looked at Mark. 
At that moment he looked so vulnerable and she felt incredibly empowered 
by what she had just done. She looked down at the rivulets of cum running 
down the slopes of her enormous breasts. She grinned. Not only did she 
think that she looked great but having Mark find her so irresistible had 
awakened something within her. 

“Here, let me clean you up.” He offered as he got up to get her a towel. 


When he returned, he went to work, ever so carefully wiping clean every last 
inch, mesmerized by the sheer amount of rich and creamy flesh he needed 
to transverse in order to do his task thoroughly. Satisfied that not a drop 
remained, he threw away the towel and took her breasts in his hands. They 
lay back and he continued to fondle her, amazed at the stunning growth that 
had taken place. Her breasts had become even more perfect, swollen to the 
same massive proportions as the previous night. He nuzzled her playfully 
and they smiled. She took his penis again and this time pressed it into her 
nipple, rotating it in a slow, circular motion around her large, round areolas, 
occasionally stopping to press the tip into the fleshy pillow. Mark was 
moaning at this point and Varla noticed that she too, was incredibly aroused. 
Both were stunned when she suddenly arched back, screaming in ecstasy 
as she came. Mark sat up in alarm. “Are you OK?” He asked. 

“Never better... I just came. That’s never happened before... that was 
incredible.” Varla asked, her voice still a little breathy with the orgasm. 

“Oxytocin...” Mark said in amazement. 

“What?” 

“Oxytocin... the chemical that causes your uterus to contract. It’s 
produced when your nipples are stimulated... like now, or when you’re 
nursing a baby. I’ve read about this kind of thing - where a woman can 
have an orgasm from nipple stimulation alone but I never actually believed 
it could happen. That oxytocin must be powerful stuff.” 

“Tt looks like I’ve found myself my own personal boobologist!” Varla 
laughed. 

“Yeah, I guess you could say so.” They sat smiling at each other and 
after a few moments he began kissing her. They fucked one more time 
before passing out, completely exhausted. 











The Decision 


The next morning they awoke side by side in Mark’s bed. 

“Mark?” Varla asked as he awoke. 

“Yeah?” 

“Well, I was wondering... what does your research tell you about making 
the changes permanent?” 

Mark reached out and cupped her right breast in his hand. As he 
suspected, she had returned to her former size. Which - he thought to 
himself - wasn’t entirely that bad, especially since he was holding her firm 
D-cup in his own hand. 

“Well, I’ve thought a lot about it and I think that a much smaller dosage 
taken every day over a long period of time could result in gradual, yet 
permanent change.” 

“That’s what I was hoping you’d say. Do you think we can try it?” 

Mark couldn’t believe what he was hearing. He realized at that moment 
that Varla not only shared his admiration for the results of his project but 
she also trusted him completely to do this. He couldn’t have hoped for a 
better outcome! 

Seeing as how he’d caused her to bust out of her own shirt the night 
before, Mark gallantly went to the closet and picked out one of his own for 
Varla to wear. Half-clad, they went to the kitchen together. He opened a 
cabinet and showed her the tools of his trade. Varla saw dozens of bottles 
containing herbs and powders and liquids. Mark had scrawled handwritten 
labels on each. In the front row she saw a few familiar and several strange 
ingredients... fenugreek, saw palmetto, wild yam... bottle after bottle going 
back several rows deep. 

“I need to do take some measurements so I can do some calculations... 
do you mind?” He asked. 

“Not at all.” She replied as he reached for his trusty measuring tape. 
“40-28-38...very nice as-is.” He smiled at her. She smiled back. “You’re 
about what... five feet ten?” 

“Yeah.” He reached around her and lifted her up. “Oh, let's see... Pm 
never good at this part and don’t want to get in trouble... a hundred and 
twenty five pounds?” She knew he was underestimating her weight on 
purpose and screwed up her eyes at him... 

“One hundred and forty five.” She corrected. He grinned and put her 
down. 

He sat down at the kitchen table and began to punch all sorts of numbers 
into his calculator, writing down the results of his computations. “OK. I 
think I’ve got the dosage figured out. Are you sure you want to do this?” 

“Absolutely.” She beamed back at him. “I loved the way those huge 
breasts made me look and feel. I can’t wait until that’s what I’m like all 
the time.” 


“Alright then. I guess we have a standing lunch date.” 
“Sounds yummy.” She half-growled as she slid into his lap facing him. 
“T can’t wait!” 











P—_— 


Ch-ch-ch-changes 


The next week, Mark and Varla began their lunchtime culinary trysts 
in her office. Mark would slip out to nearby restaurants and surprise her 
with her favorites... basil rolls and pad Thai, salad Niçoise, sashimi. He 
seemed to have memorized her favorites from all their previous lunch 
outings. With great flair and enthusiasm he would reveal the entrée du jour 
and add a small, measured amount of his secret ingredient. Not yet ready 
to reveal their romance to their coworkers, they took care not to spend too 
much time behind one closed office door or another. 

Dedicated empiricist that he was, Mark reveled in recording the daily 
changes in her bust line. Most often they would do this at his apartment 
or hers but Mark was thrilled to discover one day that Varla had hidden a 
measuring tape in the top drawer of her office desk. In the first week alone 
they recorded an impressive eighth of an inch growth per day. 

Even without measuring, Mark could tell that Varla’s breasts were 
becoming fuller and rounder... the change was barely perceptible to others 
around them but since he was an aficionado of women’s breasts in general 
and Varla’s breasts in particular, it was patently obvious to him. He loved 
to watch the movement of her breasts as she walked down the hall and 
loved how she wore tops that allowed him to steal glimpses of cleavage 
throughout the day. 

On the second Tuesday of their “experiment,” Varla slipped into Mark’s 
office giggling and closed the door behind her. 

”What's up?” He asked. 

“My boobs just freaking FELL OUT of my bra when I was walking 
down the hall... I don’t think anyone noticed, though.” 

Mark thought that this was just about the hottest thing a woman had ever 
told him and had to check things out for himself. 

"Really? I think this requires an inspection.” He smiled as he got up to 
walk around the desk to her. Leaning over, he pulled back the top of her 
low cut shirt and saw that in fact both breasts had spilled out over the top 
of her bra. 

“Let me help you with that, ma’am.” He joked as he slid one hand over 
her right breast and slipped it back into place and then did the same with 
her left breast. He could see that her 36D bras were no longer up to the job 
of containing her steadily expanding breasts. 

“Wow, that’s amazing.” He admired. 

“I think a shopping trip is in order. How about we hit the mall at 
lunch?” 

Mark was so turned on at the thought of this — he knew the rest of the 
morning would be totally non-productive. He managed to choke out “Yeah. 
That sounds... great!” 


Shopping Trip 


As Varla led Mark into the specialty lingerie boutique at the mall, he 
could hardly contain his excitement. He had only ventured into such a 
setting once before to buy a gift for a former girlfriend. That time, he had 
been alone and felt very out of place. However, the prospect of fitting 
Varla for a bra that could encompass her recent growth spurt was nothing 
short of fantastic. 

Because of the daily measuring, they knew that she should be looking 
for a36F. Fortunately for them, this store carried sizes up to JJ... a prospect 
that made Mark weak in the knees. After dismissing several styles as too 
“cow-like” or “too frilly” and having several good laughs, they finally 
settled on a few to try on. The sales clerk gave them a look that seemed 
to be saying “no sex in the fitting rooms!” as they slipped behind the last 
door together. 

Varla let Mark remove her shirt and old bra, which she had most 
definitely outgrown. Mark stood behind her and slipped the 36F over each 
of her arms. “Bend over.” He said. He reached under her and gently lifted 
each breast, placing them into the cups before clasping the back. “Stand up.” 
When Varla saw herself in the mirror, it was a life changing moment. She 
loved the way she looked and could hardly believe that this transformation 
was really taking place. Memories from long ago, when she was twelve 
years old and her breasts first started to grow, flashed through her mind. She 
remembered her excitement at the almost daily changes and the unanswered 
question of how large they would grow. She looked at Mark’s eyes in the 
mirror, which were beaming with approval as well. 

“Let’s try the others!” She enthused. Mark graciously assisted her into 
the others, each one more flattering than the previous. 

When she had donned the last one they’d brought in with them, she 
turned to Mark and said “Thank you.” Mark responded with a deep, slow 
kiss. After a few moments, Varla pushed him away. “There’s something 
else I want to see while we’re here.” She said with a quiet determination. 
Mark helped her back into her own clothes and they emerged from the 
dressing room. She went to a rack and flipped through the bras. Finding 
what she was looking for, she snagged it off the rack. 

Before she could show Mark her find, he whispered with alarm “It’s 
Parker! Get back in the dressing room!” She glanced up and saw their boss 
acouple of aisles away browsing through some sexy negligees. Mark pulled 
her back into the fitting room while she kept her gaze fixed on Parker. 

Safely hidden inside of the dressing room she said “That was close!” 

“Yeah. I wonder if Parker’s shopping for himself or his wife?” 

Varla pretended to hit him and said “Best not to think about that... for 
his wife and ESPECIALLY not for him!” Causing both of them to laugh 
hysterically. 

Once she regained her composure, she held up the bra that she had just 

















plucked from the rack. “What do you think?” she asked. 

Mark could see that the bra she was holding was big enough to swallow her whole. 
He looked at the tag... 36H. “Wow.” Was all he could manage to get out. 

She looked at him and said “I think it’s good to have goals and I think this is a pretty 
good goal to have. I’m going to try this on.” 

Before he could respond, she had slipped out of her top and bra and was holding 
the massive 36H up to her chest. 

She watched Mark’s face in the mirror and could see the wheels churning. She could 
tell he was trying to compute how long it would take them to reach this impressive 
goal based on past progress. There was also something else going on, but she wasn’t 
sure what. 

Mark slipped his hands around her and began to slowly run them up and down her 
torso. He took her breasts in his hand and squeezed them, feeling how their fleshy 
firmness pressed through his fingers. He just wanted to take a few moments to admire 
the enhancements he had managed to affect. Both he and Varla had noticed how much 
attention her breasts were beginning to draw now. When most people caught sight of her 
- men or women - eyes shot immediately to her burgeoning breasts. Everyone would 
naturally assume that she was either blessed by astonishing genetics or considerable 
surgical augmentation but Mark sometimes wished he could tell everyone that he was 
doing this to her. He found it immensely arousing that he could bring about this kind 
of change to her body and part of him wanted to share this with the world. 

He then began to run his hands over her abdomen and recalled another fantasy that 
had played out in his mind countless times. If only he could impregnate Varla, her entire 
body would swell. With a pregnancy, there would be no doubt in anyone’s mind that he 
was responsible for the change taking place inside of her. He forced himself to banish 
the image of Varla’s pregnant body from his mind for now. She was already indulging 
one fantasy of his... he didn’t want to push his luck with another... not yet, anyway. 

Varla’s body burned with desire as Mark’s hands ran up and down her body. She 
wanted to fuck him right there and then but knew that their prolonged disappearance into 
the fitting room, along with the inevitable moans and screams that always accompanied 
their sexual activities, would draw the attention of the sales clerk who was apparently 
already concerned about them getting bodily fluids on the merchandise. She wondered 
if Parker was still in the store. 

She turned to face him and was taken aback by the serious look on his face. She 
could have sworn he was about to say something else when he blurted out “Well, I 
guess we’d better get back.” 

“Yeah.” She said and put her clothes back on. She performed a quick reconnaissance 
mission, leaving Mark in the fitting room. Satisfied that Parker was gone, she went 
back for him. They made their purchase and returned to the office. The shopping trip 
had been a success. 
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Old Friends 


On Thursday, Mark was gliding down the office hallway with their 
lunches. As he approached Varla’s office, he could hear her laughter and 
another man’s voice making jokes. When he entered, he saw his college 
friend Ray seated in the chair where Mark normally sat during their in- 
office lunches. 

“Hey buddy! You never told me that you worked with such an enchanting 
lady!” Ray boomed as Mark entered the room. Mark smiled awkwardly 
and glanced over at Varla who was beaming at the compliment. 

Mark was admittedly taken aback by Ray’s unannounced visit. Ray came 
from old money and drifted from job to job, living mainly off the family 
bank account. Mark was always surprised that most women found him 
sophisticated and charming, despite his crass sexual humor. Somehow he 
seemed to have a string of beautiful women walking though the revolving 
door that he called his love life. When Mark first realized he had feelings 
for Varla two years ago, he had gone to great lengths to keep Varla and 
Ray’s paths from crossing. He didn’t want her to become one of the many 
heartbroken women that Ray had used up and discarded so flippantly. 

“Hey Ray, what’s up?” Mark asked, reaching out to shake his friend’s 
hand. 

“I was just stopping by to see what you were doing... you got a few 
minutes?” 

“Yeah, hey Var, here’s your lunch. Pll join you in a few.” He left, 
leading Ray to his office. 

As soon as Ray figured they were out of earshot, he blurted out. “What’s 
up with that babe Varla? Did you see the tits on her? How do you get any 
work done with her around? If I worked here, all I’d do is think about 
banging her sweet ass!” 

Mark was caught in a tough spot. He wanted to punch Ray in the face 
but didn’t want to disclose their relationship to their coworkers...not yet. 
So, he chose a more diplomatic route, “Yeah, Varla’s a great lady.” 

“Pretty damn fuckable if you ask me!” Ray laughed. He checked Mark’s 
reaction, which was too damn PC at the office in Ray’s estimation, so he 
decided to tone it down a bit “Alrighty, then. I was just stopping by to see 
if you wanted to grab some lunch, but I see you have plans. Maybe next 
time... hey, you should come out on the boat with me sometime, too. We 
could pick up some ladies and have a blast.” 

“Yeah. That sounds great. Pll give you a call. I need to go grab my 
lunch and get back to work.” 

“Try taking a grab at those titties while you’re at it!” Ray roared. “See 
you later man.” 

“Oh dear God.” Mark thought to himself. “I hope he wasn’t laying on 
too much of the Ray charm with Varla.” He slipped back into Varla’s office. 


She had started her lunch without him. 

”Sorry, I was starving.” She said “I’m still waiting on some of your 
special sauce though.” 

Her smile convinced him that he didn’t have anything to worry about. 
He sat down and joined her. 





Girl Talk 


On Friday, Varla was in the break room when Kelly from accounting approached 
her. 

“Hey Varla.” She said. 

“What’s up?” Varla replied, looking up. 

“Well, I can’t believe I’m about to ask you this but everyone’s been telling me to 
find out... did you get your boobs done?” 

“That’s kind of a personal question, don’t you think?” 

“You can tell me... it’d just be between us girls. I mean, it’s obvious to everyone 
they’re bigger. Not that I’ve been looking or anything but it’s not like I couldn’t 
notice.” 

Varla, obviously irritated, turned and walked away without answering. As she made 
her way back to her office, she had to walk past several coworkers. Their glances all 
confirmed that they had been talking about her and her ballooning breasts. 

Logically, she knew that the changes that had taken place over the last couple of 
weeks were dramatic and impossible to ignore, but at the same time, she was more than 
a little uncomfortable knowing that part of her body had become the subject of office 
conversation and speculation. “Oh well.” She thought. “This is just a small problem 
that I guess I’ll just have to get used to. I’m not going to give up our goal over a little 
office gossip.” She sat down at her desk, knowing that she had too much work to get 
done to worry about such trivialities... 














Perfect Situation 


After work, Varla and Mark returned to his apartment. 

“What a week! Pour me a drink, sugar!” She laughed and batted her 
eyelashes at him. 

He switched on the stereo on the way to the kitchen. 

She opened up her briefcase and took out a CD. “Look what Ray dropped 
off at the office for me today.” 

“Ray was in the office today?” Mark could feel the blood rushing to 
his head. 

“Yeah. He noticed some of the music I kept in the office and he 
commented on my Bowie collection. I told him I’d been looking for one 
of his earlier releases and he stopped by to drop this off today. You want 
to hear it?” 

Mark brought their drinks back from the kitchen. He was starting to 
feel a little dizzy. Something seemed to grab hold of him and he blurted 
out “Var, don’t let Ray play you.” 

“What do you mean?” Varla asked. 

“Well, I know Ray a lot better than you do. He’s only interested in one 
thing. I’ve seen how he looks at you and your breasts. A lot of women 
fall for his worldly sophistication routine. I’ve seen it happen. He takes a 
woman for a ride on that boat of his and they have their pants off before they 
leave the marina. I’m just saying, you need to be careful around him.” 

“I can’t believe you just insulted me like that.” 

“Insulted? Var, I’m freaking in love with you and I don’t want you to 
get hoodwinked by some asshole who’s after you for your body. The body 
that we’ve made so much sexier together.” 

“Oh, that’s it Mark! I can’t believe you went there! So let’s see, first of 
all, you think that that the only reason Ray brought me the CD is because 
of my breasts. Secondly, you think I’m so stupid that I can’t tell if that’s 
even the case. It’s not like I was flat chested before — I can spot that kind 
of thing a mile away and thirdly, just because of our little experiment, you 
feel like these boobs belong to YOU?! I feel so insulted!” Varla looked 
almost tremulous with anger. 

“Var, Pm sorry. I didn’t mean it to sound that way. I’m just jealous. I 
wasn’t prepared for the way other guys were going to start look at you... 
and the competition... I admit when I saw Ray in your office yesterday, I 
got a little insecure that you might leave me for someone else. I just lost 
it. I'm sorry.” 

“Mark, when we decided to do this, I trusted you with everything. I 
trusted you with formulas I didn’t even understand that manipulated my 
body to accomplish something we both wanted. But here, you can’t seem 
to trust me for a second. And if you think you were ever in a competition 
with anyone, I think you’re out of your fucking mind. I’m going home. I 


need to be alone tonight.” 

Varla turned and left, slamming the door behind her. 

Mark grabbed a glass from the table and threw it against the wall. One 
piece ricocheted off the wall and landed at his feet. He picked it up and 
cut his hand. 

He listened to the words of the song playing on the stereo as he made 
his way to the bathroom to bandage his hand. 

“In a perfect situation/ I let love down the drain. 

There’s the pitch, slow and straight/ All I have to do is swing 

And I’m the hero/ But I’m the zero.” 

”Great, that’s just freaking great, I’ve got a soundtrack now.” He thought 
as he bandaged up his hand. The song played on as he cleaned up the blood. 
When he walked out to the living room, the third verse was playing: 

“Get your hands off the girl,/ Can’t you see that she belongs to me? 

And I don’t appreciate this excess company. 

Though I can’t satisfy all the needs she has 

And so she starts to wonder.../ Can you blame her?” 

He switched the stereo off and went to the bedroom. “Stupid Weezer! 
I’m such a fucking idiot!” He berated himself as he climbed into bed alone. 
“T’ve got to figure out how to fix this.” He replayed the events of the day 
over and over until he passed out. 
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Make Up 


The next morning, Varla woke up to the sound of the doorbell. She 
pulled on her bathrobe, making a mental note that a bigger one was soon 
in order, and made her way to the door. “This better be good.” She thought 
to herself sleepily. 

Through the peephole, she could see a nervous and (from what she could 
tell at this vantage point) contrite Mark. Slowly, she opened the door. Mark 
was holding a small bouquet of Gerber daisies, one of her favorites. “Come 
in.” She said, stepping aside. 

“Varla, I’m so sorry I lost it like that last night. I was feeling insecure 
and I overreacted and I said a lot of things that were, well, stupid, and that 
I didn’t mean.” 

Varla watched him and could tell he was sincere. She wasn’t very 
good at staying mad for long, but she was also thinking realistically, so she 
started “Mark, I know you feel bad, I don’t doubt that for a second. I think 
I overreacted a little too. But, if we continue, I’m not going to be getting 
any less attention. We need to both be OK with that.” 

“I know. I think this time I had a really big problem because of Ray.” 

“Yeah, but I said we BOTH need to be OK with it.” 

“You're not?” 

“Well, I thought I would be but then yesterday Kelly came up to me in 
the break room and actually asked me if I’d gotten a boob job.” 

“No way!” 

“Yeah, way. She said the entire office had been talking about it. I could 
tell that was true the way everyone was looking at me the rest of the day. 
It just weirded me out. Has anyone said anything to you?” 

“No but then I have been spending most of my time with you lately, so 
they wouldn’t have had the chance.” 

“It’s not making me want to stop...we do have a goal and I still want to 
reach it. I just didn’t realize it would be a big deal to everyone else.” 

Mark was staring at her in her bathrobe. The belt tied tightly around 
her slender waist made her breasts look disproportionately huge. The sides 
crossed at such a low point that he had a deep view of her cleavage. He 
stepped towards her and undid the belt and slid the sides over her shoulders 
and the robe fell to the floor. He began to kiss her. When his hands touched 
her breasts he could tell that they were a little fuller than yesterday. Varla 
noticed the bandage on his hand. 

“What happened?” 

“Oh, I broke a glass. I’m fine now, though.” 

She took his bandaged hand and kissed it. She then took his other 
hand and led him into the bedroom. Hungrily, she practically tore off his 
clothes. 

He lay her down on the bed and spread her legs. When his tongue flitted 


over her clit, he sensed her entire body respond. He kept licking her, feeling 
her become more and more erect against his tongue. He looked up her and 
saw her clasping her breasts and squeezing them, a look of ecstasy on her 
face. It turned him on to watch her get as much pleasure from them as he 
did. He went back to work, moving his tongue up and down and in tiny 
circles. Just as Varla’s body began to writhe in an orgasm, Mark slipped 
inside of her. The undulations of her body and the feeling of her breasts 
pressed between their bodies made him come unbelievably quickly. 
“Wow. I can’t feel my toes.” Varla whispered. “That was amazing.” 
“Hey, why don’t we go out tonight? There’s a new club down the street 
from me.” 
“Yeah and then we can do more of this afterwards.” Varla smiled. 
“Sounds like a perfect evening,” Mark smiled as he kissed her. 








Come Dancing 


When Varla opened the door to Mark for the second time that day, she 
took Mark’s breath away. She was wearing a turquoise halter dress that 
plunged deeply, revealing her curvaceous breasts. 

“Wow. You look stunning!” He managed. 

“Thanks. You don’t think it’s a bit too much, do you?” 

“No. It’s perfect.” 

The ride to the club was spent in silent anticipation. 

As they entered the club, all eyes were on Varla. Mark noticed but unlike 
the episode with Ray, he did not feel unnerved in the slightest. He’d be 
sure to point this out to Varla later. 

The club was stylish and the cool, electronic music was the perfect 
complement to its modern and slightly futuristic interior. Mark ordered 
their drinks and they sat at the bar. Their drinks arrived and they began to 
talk. Both of them were relieved that they were able to talk without any 
awkwardness despite having only just made up after their first argument. 
Hopefully, things would stay on track. 

After their first drink, Mark excused himself to go to the bathroom. 

Varla started sipping her second cocktail and noticed two men across 
from her at the bar were laughing drunkenly. One of the men asked her. 

“So are you working tonight?” His friend stifled laughter. 

“What?” 

“Are you charging him while he’s in the bathroom, or only when he’s 
with you?” His cohort was about to fall off his bar stool at this point, rocking 
hard with uncontrollable laughter. 

Varla was beginning to feel uncomfortable. 

“I know I'd pay extra for tits like that!” The first guy roared. That did 
it — his buddy, shuddering with laughter, hit the floor. 

Varla grabbed their drinks and headed off to find Mark. She met him 
on his way back. “What’s up?” He asked her. 

“Oh, nothing. I just wanted a change of scenery. Let’s grab a table.” 

It wasn’t long and Mark’s stories and jokes had made Varla forget about 
the incident at the bar. 

“You know, I’m so glad we decided to go out tonight,” Mark said. “I 
enjoy showing you off. And, I would like to point out, I have not been 
jealous. Not one bit.” 

“Yes, I noticed that,” Varla smiled. “I’m having a great time. Excuse 
me for a minute...it’s my turn to go to the bathroom.” 

Mark watched in quiet admiration as Varla walked away. 

In the bathroom stall, Varla heard two women stumble in together. 

“That guy was so hot!” One of them said. 

“This sounds like it’s going to be a scintillating conversation.” Varla 
thought to herself. 


”Yeah, but did you see the girl he’s with?” 

“T thought her boobs were going to fall out of that dress.” 

“They were huge. Do you think they’re implants?” 

“I don’t know. Either that or she has some sort of freaky hormone 
problem. She looks like a cow.” 

“I can’t believe guys actually go for a look like that.” 

“If I looked like that, I think I’d have a reduction. I certainly wouldn't 
go around letting them flop around like that. But then, maybe that’s what 
she has to do to get a man. Poor girl!” 

They laughed as they stumbled back out of the bathroom. 

Live with Me 

When Varla returned to the table, she was visibly upset. 

“Var, what’s wrong?” Mark asked. 

Varla told him about the men at the bar and the women in the bathroom. 
She wasn’t sure what bothered her worse...what they’d said about her or 
that it upset her so. 

“Let’s go. You don’t need to put up with that crap. You look great.” 

The slow, sultry, bluesy electro beat of Massive Attack began to play 
in the background. 

“Just this last song and then we’ll go. I’m not ready to leave,” Varla 
said. 

She took his hand and led him to the dance floor. The singer crooned: 
“T been thinkin’ about you baby/ Almost makes me crazy/ Come and live 
with me...” 

She leaned back into him. Instinctually, he lifted both arms to embrace 
her. His right hand automatically went towards her left breast. Before he 
could touch her, he realized that this might not be the best move under the 
circumstances, so he let both arms to rest around her slender waist. He felt 
one warm, wet drop and then another. Varla’s tears fell on his forearms. 
Each drop burned like fire. Mark felt like he was about to suffocate. 
He loved her and her body no matter what. Their shared fetish and the 
experiment weren’t worth this. He wanted to look her in the eye and tell 
her that they would stop everything now. He did this to her and he could 
return her body to the way it was. No more potions or formulas. Just the 
two of them the way things used to be. “Nothing’s right if you ain’t here/ 
Pd give all that I have just to keep you near...” the song continued. 

Varla ever so slightly began to thrust her hips backwards into his and 
move them in a slow, circular motion to the hypnotic music. “Plans and 
schemes hopes and fears/ And dreams of delight though all these years/ I 
been thinking about you baby/ Living with me...” 

Firmly, she took his left hand and raised it to her bulging left breast. She 
placed her palm on top of his and began to guide his hand into a sensuous 
caress. He raised his other hand and tried to encompass as much of her 
right breast as he could. He began to kiss her hungrily on her neck. He 
could feel her breathing deepen and he could sense the eyes of everyone 








on the dance floor staring at them. He would fuck her right there if that 
was what she wanted. 

Varla turned to face him and had the most resolute look on her face. ..not 
like anything he had seen before, even in front of the shrewdest of clients. 
“Take me home with you.” She said. “We’re not done yet. We set ourselves 
a goal and I want to reach it.” 

Mark opened his mouth to blurt out what he had been thinking and to 
offer to stop all of this right now. 

Varla seemed to know what was on his mind and put her finger to his 
lips. “Don’t talk. Just take me home. Now.” 

She looked him in the eyes and her firm gaze softened, as if to reassure 
him that her tenderness towards him was still there. Her eyes told him 
that this decision was not about proving a point to strangers who couldn’t 
possibly understand her motivation. She kissed him softly on the mouth. 
She then took his hand in hers and began to lead him through the crowd, 
which parted to let them pass. 

All glances wavered between her heaving chest and their faces. Most of 
the women gave her a seething look and then averted their eyes in jealous 
disgust. The men in the crowd (and even a few women) looked at Varla’s 
body in lustful admiration. A few even gave Mark a “way to go” nod. Mark 
was too perplexed to know how to respond. All he knew was that he was 
leaving with the one thing that really mattered to him. How everything 
would turn out remained to be seen, but for now, he felt that the end of their 
world was no longer imminent and that was the most important thing. As 
for Varla, she looked straight ahead with a wry, self-satisfied grin. As they 
stepped outside the club, they heard the last few bars of the song accompany 
them into the cool of the spring night. Varla had made her decision and 
nothing would stop them now. 


The End 


